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looked his Glymes neighbour up and down, as if he would
have liked to have extracted the same sound from that lumber-
ing body by a similar method,
Wizzie caught this look in Mr, Wye's face, and it made her
dislike him more than ever. For her own part, when her Glymes
man cried: "He's the Devil!" she would have done anything
for him, anything to comfort him! Her sense of fear was still
there, but had the man been seated at that moment she would
have willingly slid down upon his knees.
Thuella, when she heard this unhappy outburst, impatiently
pushed her brother aside and began tucking in with her fingers,
the big man's baggy jersey, which was protruding in "an un-
seemly fashion from his belt.
This, it may well be believed, caused Wizzie a spasm of
jealousy, but it was upon No-man that her anger fell. She
caught on D.'s face, as he too approached Uryen, a look she
had come especially to loathe. It was a look that to her mind
seemed to say: "I am made of granite. These nervous attacks
are beyond my comprehension."
So strong was her feeling that she jerked him back by the
arm. "Leave him alone! Can't you see we're only making him
worse?" Neither the emotion in her voice nor the violence with
which she pulled him back had any effect on No-man; but they
had an immediate effect on Thuella, who, swinging round,
gave vent to a ringing peal of shrill malicious laughter. After
which, clutching at her hat—for a hot dusty wind was now
blowing on them from the road up to the barracks—she cried
out impatiently: "Come on, Uryen! Come on, all of you! I
want to show you something I've discovered in the Hardy
statue. I told you about it, Wizz; but the others don't know."
It was an added blow to Wizzie when she saw Uryen shake
himself like a great sick bear and stride off at a great pace
by Thuella's side.
It is one of Nature's favourite tricks with a man and a woman
who live together to intermit their bitterest quarrels with mo-
meats when, contrary to their own will perhaps, they find them-
selves as much united against the outer world as if they were
the most passionate of lovers.
"Look at <Thel,' " whispered No-man. "She's taken off her
hat. Look at the sun on her head against old Hardy's knee! I
wonder which he'd have been most interested in—you or her?"

